GANDHI

About this time another young friend persuaded him
to go to a brothel. Of this experience Gandhi writes,
"I was almost struck dumb and blind in this den of
vice. I went into the jaws of sin, but God protected
me." He fled in terror from the place without tasting
its forbidden fruits.

He dearly loved his father, spending as much time
as possible with him and nursing him in his last illness.
The following incident gives a glimpse of the intimate
relationship between them. He is speaking of another
theft at about the age of fifteen or sixteen.

In this case I stole a bit of gold out of my meat-eating
brother's armlet. This brother had run into a debt of
about twenty-five rupees. He had on his arm an armlet
of solid gold. It was not difficult to chip a bit out of
it.

Well, it was done, and the debt cleared. But this
became more than I could bear. I resolved never to
steal again. I also made up my mind to confess it to my
father. But I did not dare to speak. Not that I was
afraid of my father beating me. No, I do not recall
his ever having beaten any of us. I was afraid of the
pain I should cause him. But I felt that the risk should
be taken; that there could not be a cleansing without a
clean confession.

I decided at last to write out the confession, to
submit it to my father, and ask his forgiveness. I
wrote it on a slip of paper and handed it to him my-
self. In this note not only did I confess my guilt, but
I asked adequate punishment for it, and closed with a
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